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Next morning my dentist insists upon removing
a large double tooth from my long-suffering jaw.
I almost welcome the operation, believing that
it will provide a few moments of complete
oblivion from the too-insistent present. But
under the gas I go through a terrific bombard-
ment, and come round just in time to hear the
real siren wailing over the city.

When the raid is over and I have recovered
from the anaesthetic, we go to inspect last night's
damage. John Lewis's huge new store, we are
told, is still burning from the bombs which set
it alight while London was trying to sleep;
Walpole's, and Bourne and Hollingsworth's,
have both been gutted; Bond Street has almost
as good a claim as Bow Road to be considered
a devastated area. But the damage on Bucking-
ham Palace, we hear, is already being repaired,
and two days ago the one-ton time-bomb which
threatened to destroy St. Paul's was removed and
exploded in Hackney Marshes.

In Oxford Street the fire-hoses are still playing
on John Lewis's ruined store. Whether they or
the flames themselves have done more damage
to its luxurious contents, only the insurance
companies can assess. Like the enormous skele-
ton of a prehistoric animal, the framework of
the great structure still stands, a doorless and
windowless erection of stone and steel. From
the shattered window-ledge of one upper storey,